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Narratives 

banks of the river, and thinking that someone might need 
it had hid it in the sands. 

He pointed out the spot to the Brahmin, who dug up 
the stone and was surprised. 

The Brahmin sat on the earth and mused alone till 
the sun went down behind the trees, and cowherds went 
home with their cattle. 

Then he rose and came slowly to Sanatan and said, 
"Master, give me the least fraction of that wealth that 
disdains the wealth of all the world." 

And he threw away the gem into the water. 

THE TRYST 

Upagupta, the disciple of Buddha, lay asleep on the 
dust by the wall of Mathura. Lamps were all put, doors 
were all shut in the town, and stars were hidden in clouds 
in the murky sky of August. 

Whose feet were those tinkling with anklets, touching 
his breast of a sudden? He woke up starting, and the 
rude light from the woman's lamp struck his forgiving 
eyes. 

It was the dancing girl drunk with the wine of youth, 
starred with jewels and clouded with a pale blue mantle. 

She lowered her lamp and saw the young face, where 
mercy shone in the eyes and purity beamed from the 
forehead. 

[79] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

"Forgive me, young ascetic," said the woman; "gra- 
ciously come to my home. This hard dusty earth is not 
a fit bed for you." 

The ascetic answered, "Go on your way, fair woman. 
When the time is ripe, I will come and see you." 

Suddenly the dark black night showed its teeth in a 
flash of lightning. The storm-fiend growled in the sky 
and the woman trembled in fear. 



The New Year had not yet begun. It was an even- 
ing of March. The wind was wild. The branches of 
the wayside trees were aching with blossoms. 

Gay notes of the flute came floating in the warm 
spring air from afar. The citizens had gone to the 
woods, to the festival of flowers. From the mid-sky 
smiled the full moon on the empty and silent town. 

The young ascetic was walking alone in the lonely 
city road. The moon-beam checquered with shadows 
fell on his path and sleepless Koels sang from the flower- 
ing mango branches. 

He passed through the city gates and stood at the 
base of the rampart. 

What woman was it lying on the earth in the shadow 
of the wall at his feet ? 

She was struck with the black pestilence; her body 
was spotted with sores. She was driven from the town 
with haste for the fear of her fatal touch. 

[80] 



Narratives 

The ascetic sat by her side, gently took her head on 
his knees, moistened her lips with water and smeared her 
body with balm. 

"Who art thou, kind angel of mercy?" asked the 
woman. 

"The time, at last, has arrived for me to visit you, 
and I have come," replied the young ascetic. 

Rabindra Nath Tagore 



VISION 

Mother, I have come home to you 

Out of my sore distress. 
Mother, how beautiful you are 

In your dull working dress! 

"Then if you see me so, dear child," 

I heard my mother say, 
" See, too, the beauty of the soul 

In her worn dress of clay." 

Alice Brown 
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